sands of

every dweling is of zinc.

A City of Zinc.

BARETRA. in Portuguese Fast Africa. is the only zinc

city in existence. Zinc is the only material capable
of withstanding the peculiar climate. It took some thou-
people who make up the population only six
months to build the place. Hospital, church, arsenal, and

the prize

This Day in History.

'I‘HIS is the anniversary of the recapture of Calais by the

French from the English in 1558,  The loss of this im-
portant sea port, the last holding of the English in France,
broke the spirit of Queen Mary who regarded it as one of
iohs of the kingdom.

When a Girl Marries

Anne Enjoys a Drive With Sheldon Blake, Who Says
Many Agreeable Things in a Sentimental Manner

By Ann Lisle.
CHAFPFTER LXVIIIL

(Copyright, 1819, King Features
Syndicate Inc.)

‘ ELL, where do we go
¢ from here, Mrs Jim-
mie?’ asked Sheldon,

as he followed me into
his low-hung gray racer, “Shell we
make it a spin up the River road?”

“Anywhere you like. Just to =skim
along In this adorable car’'s enough
for me,” [ replied, truthfully—for-
getting my chagrin at the way
Evvy had forcéd Sheldon to play
host to me, whether or no he liked
®

“You might have said just to skim
along—with me—was e¢nough for
you,” suggested Sheldon, with such
& nice boyish grin that I grinned
right back to meet it

“l might have—but what's a com-
pliment from a staid old married
woman like me?™

Sheldon turned and examined me
eritically.

“Not so stald, Mra. Jimmie. You're
sparkling like a two-year-old be-
fore we even start.”

“Well, I feel like a prancing colt
turned out to pasture,” I confessed.
I've been shut in for days, you
Enow.”

Sheldon patted my arm in what
I took to be nice, big-brotherly
fashion, and then =ilence fell te-
tween us. He devoted himself to
the exacting task of driving
through the heavy traffic of the
avenue. I became absorbed in the
Maxury of rolling up that avenue
as part.of the stream of pleasure
cars, Instead of racing madly from
eurdb to curb in a wild effort to
avold the vast tangle of onrushing
wheels

“At last we reached the park,
Sheldon turned into it, and a clean,
woodsy smell blew across our faces.
I drew a great breath of it into my
lungs.

“It's better than the dust and per-
fume and patchoull of the avenue”™
murmured Sheldon, as If agreeing
with something [ had said.

“Oh, how comfy of you to under-
stand my sniffing like a little dog.,”
I said.

A Friendly Laugh.

“To show how well I understand
T1l drive down the paths where all
the balsam amnd pine trees grow. So
prangs away, little colt—and sniff
away, little dog!™

Of course, we laughed at our non-
sanse—and that laugh made us
really just as friendly and at home
with each other as we'd been pre-
tending to be.

“u “Like it?™ asked Sheldon as we
écove through 2 narrow path under
& great cliff hung with birch and
pine

I cried.

love 1t!™

Puss in Boots
Jr.

By David Cory.

NE fine morning as Puss Ju-
nior and Goosey Goosey Gan-
der, who had carried him
through the air for many

miles, alighted near =& little red
schoolhouse, they heard the teacher
saying this little poem:

There's a neat little clock,

In the gchoolhouse it stands,
And it points to the time

With its two little handa

And 'f any scholar
Is foynd in disgrace,
This dear little clock
With its hands hides its face.

Just then the teacher looked to-
ward the door and saw little Puss
Junior standing there with Goosey
Gander. 8o he stepped down from
the piatform and walked down the
alsle in the center of the school
room. “How do you do?' he said,
but he didn't ask them in.

And I'll tell you the reason.’
was the same schoolmaster wko
taught the school that Mary went
to, and of course vou know what
bappsned when she took her lamb
to school

Well, he knew, anvway. and mso
be politely bowed to Puss and Goo-
sey Gander, but he never asked
them in. Oh, dear no'

“1 cannot ask you in. my friends "

He

he said. “for I'm afraid it will make
the children laugh and piay. and
they must study hard today, for

schonl days will be over scon, a few
wecks off, the first of June!™
But just then one of the bovs be
gan 1o sing:
Here's a pussy cat and a goosas.
JFU study no more, for what's the
use
If rats :nd geese are coming to
school,
Tl have fun and break every rule
And up he jumped and threw his
epeliing book at another bov and

Bit him on the ear. and. Oh, dear
mr' there was a (errible time in
tha: school for the next few min-
utes'

The

teacher ran back and took
Bold of that boy and shook him by
the collar. and some of the little
giris sereamed, an | the little clock
1t stopped ticking
eovered Il face
You see, it jurt co
such a dreadfu)

with its hands.
Lin't bear to see

sight. And then [t
begam to sirike one, two, three,
four, five, and it wouldn't atop.

Loouder and louder [t struck the
time. until the children became so
frichiened that they sat perfectily
stlL They didn't dare whisper. and

when it was all quiet again the lit-
tte clock stopped. and turned its
hands back to the right time, and
began o tick away as peacefully
ad ever,-

Then Ittle Pusa Junior and
Goosey Gander slipped AWAY un-
nat.ved, for they were afraid to
make a noi=e lest the children
should langh. And ia the next
Mory you shall hear how Puss Jun-
IoF Leets Mary, but not her Ilittle
lamb,

(Copyright, 1919, David Cory)

(Te Be Continued.)
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“This is the Afirst friendly little
drive without quantities of folks
along, I've had since—my honey-
moon. It rests me and makes me
feel all clean—and sweet.”

I wasn't coquetting when [ =aild
it. but all in a moment I knew Shel-
don thought I was. He glowed the
car, and leaning across thes wheel,
he looked into my eyes and said, in
a Very quiet, intent voice:

“You are sweet! You dear little,
quaint little Lilac Lady—wou ara
sweeter than I ever guessed. You
aren’'t afraid to say you're enjoy-
ing yourself and you aren't too
blase tc enjoy the simplest things.
How under the sun have I manfiged
to miss you all these months?"

For just one’ minute I was in-
clined to put Sheldon firmly back
in his place with an abrupt word.
Then 1 thought of Jim—content to
be alone with Evvy-—dnd taking me
80 completely for granted as his
own property that he could bundle
me out with Sheldon as calmly as
if 1 were his maiden aunt It was
silly not to enjoy this ride—and if I
squelched Sheldon he would right-
about-face and take me home. So I
grinned as mischievously as I dared
and said:

“Well—I've missed you., too.”

“Meaning that I've managed to
keep my charm hidden pretty thor-
oughly—eh, what? Well—do you see
it now? D~ you begin to see what
you've miazed—the way I do” asked
Sfheldon almost tenderly, as the gray
roadster drew out on the River road
and drove into the heart of a glori:
cus crimson and purple and gold
sunset,

“The river—all tawny under its
purple shadows!” I cried, impul-
sively, forgetting pergonalities be-

If the Child

Hates Milk

By Loretto C. Lynch.

“ 'M so glad my little boy has
become disgusted with
milk—and just at a time
when the milk companies

are rubbing it into us poor folks,”
remarked a young woman as she
sympathized with a poorer neighbor
who was raking through her worn-
out handbag for the wherewithal to
pay her weekly milk bill

“Well, I've gone .without a new
winter coat agalin this year to buy
milk for mine, because the doctor
at the settlement told men that nmo
food ome gives a child ever takes
the place of milk. But mine do not
driok it one glass after the other.
They .are not particularly fond of
milk just as it comes from the bot-
tle. So I have learned to hide over
one quart apiece each day in their
food.”

It seems an unspeakable crime
that, with the whole world suddenly
learning to think for the helpless
and unfortunate, the price of milk
should be beyond easy reach of the
majority of human beinge.

Nevertheless, bemoaning the fact
is not getting milk for America's
little ones. And until some one is
big enough to take the milk dealers
by the horns and force them to
terms the American housewife must
just grin and bear it. It is hard—
it s very hard. It is heart-break-
ing when one thinks that perhaps
the child of wealthy parents may
never be so valuable an asset to the
State as perhaps the child of some
poor woman whose chlld must grow
up with an undernourished body,
detrimental perhaps to the wonder-
ful mind that might have been.

In the meantime, women who are
intrusted with preparing the meals
for children must make every effort
to provide milk.

Often milk i= not properly cared
for after it reaches the home, and
this causea the inexperienced to say
that milk does not “agree” with the
child. When the milk €omes to the
home in bottles, the bottle should
be carefully and thoroughly wash
off with a clean rcloth and clea
water before being put inte the
refrigerator There are a number
of devices on the market to replace
the paper stopper, and it will repay
the housewife to look into these
inexpenalve ronvenienres,

Milk “makes" a chlld's body And
it I= also one of the cheapest body-
building foods for children even 5t
its present high price. Rut little
one= often tire of milk as early as
their second year. and this just at
the time when they need milk.
There are several causes for this.
Sometimes it is due to unattractive
cerving Sometimes It is due to
the fact that children are g ven
tastes of hizhly flavared fonds like
bacron or heefiteak and then milk
seems In<ipid and tasteless,

Bt often the child just craves
variety And when tha rchild wili
not drink milk from a bottle or a
glars, Instead of roaxing or =eold-
ing or bribing, try “camaouflage”

“Fut,” some one =savs, “If T trv to
give my <hild cream of potato foup
A= yYou suggest he ees just ‘milk’
because of the white color.”

Then try the cream soups which
have s=ome color A cup of julee
strained from cooka) gpinach might
be combined with a cup of thirken-
e milk and result In a eream of
spitach soup of delicate green color
Likewise a rup of s'rajned temato
to which a speck of bhaking soda

has been added, may be stirred into |

a cup of thickeped milk and result
in an attract:ve cream of tomatwy
goup of delirate huoe

Use milk In mutiing, in encona. in
chocolate. corritarch or cerea! pud-
dings L'se milk in egg custard,
tapioca, or cook rice in it A slice
of well toasted bread will ahsarh a
falr quantity of milk witheut
“showing.” A little sugar and g
apeck of powdered cinnamon wi]]
make this milk toast look 1l .ke
“cakie”

USE FOR GERMAN HELMETS.

“My bov has sent over a (e man
healmeat What do yvou suppose [ can
do with 1t

“Personally 1'd use
bage pall™

i
|
l
|
|
|

it for a ‘II’-*

A Story of
Early Wedded Life

fore the grandeur of the glowing
sky and water.

“We'll drive on into the heart of
the sunset—and then on into the
dark—and then—and then, Little
Lilac Lady?" asked Shelden in a
low voice with a queer vibrating
note,

“And then we'll turn around and
drive home again, I suppose.” [ zald
in a dry practical tonme. For sud-
denly 1 had come to realize that
Sheldon Blake was flirting with me
—flirting hard. and with al the cer-
tainty and finesse of a man to whom
this was an old game. Waa he
doing (t merely because he was
“that sort” and kept his hand in
with any woman who came along?
Or was it because it had piqued him
to have Evvy send him out so un-
ceremoniously while she stayed
alone with Jim?

“We'll turn and drive home now,
if you've had enough,” Sheldon an-
swered grimly.

A Hiard Question.
Evidenily he was sensitive, and
my reply to his last bit of—senti-
ment—had hurt him.
“Will you bring me out again™ 1

ventured to placate him.

He turned and gri, ped my hand.

“Surest thing you know. And
perhaps some day Jimmie and his
sister Virginia, too.”

At this I smiled to myself. Of
course! Why had I forgotten Vir-
ginia? It was because of her, no
doubt, that Sheldon was cultivating
me, and he was making the absurd
mistake of thinking I could help
him with her. But not even the
thought of Virginia could spoil the
sunset.

As we drove home in the after-
glow and the twilight, the quick
leap of understanding in that last
moment kept us silent. I felt sure
Sheldon was thinking of Virginia,
and the person of hom I was
thinking was pretty é&losely relat-
ed to her. I kept wondering over
and over:

“Is Jim happy alone with Evvy—
or does he wonder what I am do-
ing?™

In the fast-falling twilight I took
off my hat and let the little even-
ing breezes play through my hair,
When we came to the dark of that
cliff-hung path I thought I felt
Sheldon’'s hand on my hair.

“You're sweet—little Lilac Lady
—very sweet. We'll come again,”
he whispered.

All in a second I slipped on my
hat. In another-moment we were
back on the bright main path.

I was a little frightened and con-
scious. Sheldon Blake had touched
my hair almost caressingly.

Was that for Virginia—or be-
Cause any woman was “fair game”
fo:; him?"

(Te Be Continued.)
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Di
By Brice Belden, M. D.
OWADAYS great stress is
laid upon the prevention of
disease, although it Is true
that our methods of deal-
ing with sickness are highly per-
fected. Nobody wants to be pick
even if doctors are marvelously
skiliful and nurses never so accom-
plished.

The degree of our civilization is

really measurable by the extent to
which we practice preventive medi-
cine, for nowadays our public
health experts can deal competent-
ly with disease If we permit them
to apply their vast knowledge and
back them generously. Publirc
health is today actually purchas-
able. The prevalence of certain
diseases in a community is proof
that Its citizens are not availing
therwelves of what modern medi-
can science has to offer.
. Disease is not the result of di-
vine wrath or a natural conse-
gquence of sin in the old sense. It
results from violations of the laws
of health- from a sinninz against
hygienic and sanitary principles.

Much of our “rheumatism,” diges-
tive disorderge and heart disease ia
due to infections in and about the
teeth, which infections we are now
well equipped to deal with,

Froper and adequate nourishment
will ward off a whole ho=t nf dis-
eascs, among them tuberculosis

It i= obvious thet clean living
would soon put a =top lo the rav-
ages of the so-called social dis-
easen,

The removal of adenoids results
in a sufficient development of the
chest, proper general growth, the
congervation of hearing, the regu-
lar alignment of the tecth, the pre-
vention of anemia and *“rcalds"” and
the preservation of attractive facial
fealures,

Glandular tubherculagis fn children

is= in many cases the result of in
vasion by way of the taneils an-
teath The germ of tuherculosia

flcourishes famously in diseased ton-
gils and decaving teerh.

Aleohol used to bead the list of
the causes of phvsical disease and
mirgery. but we have gone far in cur
fleht against thiz poison apd there
must be few peeple who have not
a pretty clear understandin® can
cerning it potentiality for harm
The conquest of alcohnl 1a 4 pronf

of what can b« acen:nplish:d
threugh reneral enlichtenment

And the taxnaver is rapidly rom-
ing to realize that ecommuanity
health means administrative ernn-
omy In the ling ran Finanra tha
publie heallh authariticrs genernysly

and there will hia tower prisnns and
hoapitals and ngencles for the care
of dependents and the Ins=ane,

Vanquished.
“Willie,” s=ald the villages rurate
in a revera tone of volce, “T am par-

ticularly sorry, Willle, ta gere vou
have a hiack eye I must read yon
a lesson.”

“You'd hetter oo home verseif”
retorted the urehin checklily, “and

read your Jimmy one, then,

He's
sot twa” ;
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Parisian in Every Line

Parisian in every detail is this
smart gown of beige tricotting. -
The underskirt is fashioned with
two box pleats on either side while
the waist and panels are formed
of one piece of material which is
edged by three rows of stitching.
The small turban of old blue vel-
vet has a band of Persian lamb
and a long feather as trimming.

The hat is an imported chapeau
of pressed beaver with three
ostrich plumes -arranged grace-
fully over the crown.

-

Is This Unique Gown
from the French

Capital,

“e Day the Children Started Back to School

By FONTAINE FOX.

MoTHER , CRAMDPA AND

fr - . l
THE COOK HELD ANOTHER PEACE CELEBRATYION. |

(Cepy right, 1918, by The Wheelar Syndicats, Ine.)

—_

(Eynopsis of Precedinr Chaptersn)
Deamond Okewood, Britlsh army eof-
ficer, goes to Germany in search of his
brother, Francia, a member of the Brit-
ish secret service. Al & small frontler
town & man named Semiin, a German
Government agent, drops dead In h.-
room. Desmond appropristes Semiin‘s
Papers and assumes his Mentily. He
reaches Beriln without incident and I»
conducted Into the presence of General
Von Boden, an aide of the Kalser. ”
Desmond, having coanvinced op
Boden he is really Semiin, is wshercd
into the residence of ihe Knaieer
Later he receives P‘n.:‘r Toessa <8
from his brother,
Desmond meets Clubfoot, who ex-
plains what he wants of Semlin.
L'eamond encounters Monica, whe
hides him from Clubfool’s men. She
expiains that Clubfoot's identity is &
mystery to ber.

“There has been no shooting
there for two years now and the
place is overstocked with game.

The government has been appeal-
ing to people with shooting pre-
serves to kill their game and put
it on the market, so I had arranged
to go up to Bellevue this month
and see the agent about this 1
thought If I could prevail om Gerry
to come with me, you ocowld ac-
company him and you might get
across the Dutech frontier from
there. It's only about fifteen miles
away from the Castle. If I can get
& move om Gerry, there is no rea-
son why we shoulMn't go away In
a day or two. In the meantime
you'll be quite safe here.”

I told her 1 must think it ever:
she seemed to be risking too much
But I think my mind was already
made up. I could meot bring de-
struction on this faithful friead.

Then I went wupstairs again to
Gerry, who was in as vile a temper
as before. His lunch had dis-
agreed with him: he hadn't slept:
the room was mnot hot emough
® * ¢ these were a few of the
complaints he showered at me as
soon as I appeared. He was In his
most impish and malicious mood.
He sent me running hither and
thither: he gave me an order and
withdrew it in the same breath:
my comiplacency seemed to irritate
him, to encourage him te provoke
me.

At last he came back to his old
sore subject, my English accent

“l guess our good American is
too homely for a fine English gen-
tieman like youw,” he said, “but I
believe vou'll as lief speak as you
were taught before you're through
with this city. An EngNsh accent

is not healthy in Berlin at present,
Mister Meyer, sir, and you'd best
learn to talk like the rest of uws if
you want to keep on staying im
this house. o

“I'm in no state to be worried
just now and I've no. mnotiom of
having the police in here because
some of their dam' plain<clothes
men have heard my attendant say-
ing ‘charnce’ and ‘darnce’' like any
Britisher—especially with this
English spy running round loosa
By the way, you'll have te be
registered? Has my sister seen
about it yet?™

I sald she was attending te (L

*] want to know if she's domne it
I'm a helpless cripple and 1 can't
get a thing done for me. Have
you given her your papers? Yes
or no?

This was a bad fix. With all the
persistence of the invalid, the man
was harping on his latest whim.

So I lied. The Countess had my
papers, I sald

Instantly he rang the bell and de-
manded Monica and had fretted him-
self into a fine state by the time she
a ared.

p"pa"bat's this I hear, Moniza™ he
cried in his high-pitched ( querulous

volce. ‘Hasn't Meyer been l‘!“ll-.

tered with the police yet™
“I'm going to see to it myself In

Advice to the

Lovelorn

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX
Worries About Appearance.

DEAR MIS8 FAIRFAX:

I am pineteen, with a very peoor
complexion S0 1 am ashamed to go
out with a girl who has a perfect
complexion, though 1 have known her
for a year and have already takea
her out to places

I know this girl likes me very much
1 have always treated her well and
I am good-natured, Many a night
when T meet her she stops to talk with
me, and before | leave her she stands

there still and silent waiting for me
to say., ‘“Would you like to taks im
the show tomorrow night, or go to &
dance?" But | am ashamed and say
good night 1 have a round face,
dark brown wavy hair and browa
eyes. but when [ think of the faecs
that setties it Could you adviee me
what ta tell the girl, whom 1 lke
very much? A READER.

The only thing you can do i»s te
try to overcaome your self-con-
scinusnuess Other people don't
think about »our complexion near-
Iy as much as you do, and you must
have learned that when a person is
Interesting and friendl!y appearance
doe=n't matier seriouslv. My ad-
vice ia that vou axk this girl to go
out with you at the first opportu-
nity. 1If =he is willing to go. you
must tey tn realize that you have
no real cause for worry

A Matter of Age.

DEAR MIBS TAIRFAX:

T am tweniy and in love with =a
voung man of =ightren. No one linows
hin age, except, of course, his famiir
1 dn not think anv fellow could treat
a girl as nicely a3 he treats me and
that s why | ronting= golng with
him 1'e im polita In all respects and
my aisters and father like him very
murh Now what | want ta knew is
if there is any harm in golng with
kim becauss he I8 younger than T am’'

A READER

If twe young people are congel-

{al, 't van make no possible diffe -

enee which of them (s younger.
The Alspa ity in v uur ages la sure-
Iy neet o m cizgrace ful thing that yea
need concenl 1 think you are @t-

taching a greaf deal too much im-
pertance te it

o

The Club-Footed Man

A NEW SPY SERIAL BY VALENTINE WILLIAMS

Gerry Insists That Desmond Produce
His Passports, and the English-
man Promises to Get Them.

the morning, Gerry,” she -ul.'

“In the morning. In the morm
ing™ he cried, throwing wp his
hands. “Good God, how can you ba
80 shiftleas A jJaw is & law. The
man's apers must be gent In o
day. * * * this Instant”™

Monica looked apealingly at me.

‘I'm afrald I'm te blame sir,” 1
sald. “The fact is, my passport is
not quite in order and I shall have
Lo take it te the embassy befure J
send it to the police.”

Then 1 saw Josef standiag by
the bed, g salver in his hand

“Zom letters, sir,” be sald te
Gerry. s

1 wondered how long he had been
in the room.

unknown foreigners brought It
with the city thick with sples—
sepecially people with an English
accent—his nerves wouldn't stand
it; Monica ought to kmow
and so on and so forth.

and the short of it was

3
1
if;
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& point and see to out
houra, them Joser should
round to the police.

I don't know how we
that room. It was Momica,
sweel womanly tact whe
it. I believe the madman
manded to see my
Monica scraped me
trap as well
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“Very good, my boy. I will comd
straight back from the embassy
:‘::_}htunvul.luumu-
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 CRAPTER XM

I Find Achillen in His Teni

Outside darkness had falles. I
had a vague suspicion that the

but never from my purpose. |
realized that I should never feeal
happy 2 my mind again If I jeft
Germany without being sssured. as
to my brother's fata And mow [
was on the threshold either of a
great {llscovery or of an over-
whelmiag disappointment

For the street called In den Zel-

togethe-
what 1 was pleased to term in my
mind tle message from Francis. If
T had read It falsely—Iif, perhaps,
it e pot from him at all—thes
all the hopes 1 had bullt on this
mad dush into the ememy's countsy
wouid collapse llke a house
cards. Then, indeed, I should be
a sOrry pass.

But my luck was in, T felt
erto, ! had triumphed over all
culties. 1 would truast ia my
tiny te the last

I had taken the precswtion
turnibg up my overcoat collar
of pulling my hat well down
my eyes, but no one troubled
refiected that emly Clubfoet
Schrals were in a powition te
ognize me and that if I
clear of places ke hotels and
tanmnts and railway stations
where criminals always seam to be
caurht, I might continue te enjay
comparative immunity, Buot O
trouble was the transpert guestion.
Thit reminded me.

I must get rid of Semiin's pase-
port. As 1 walked along T tere

i

THUTH

the other. It cost me something te
da it, for a passport is always uee-
ful to flash the eyes of the ig-
morant. Put this passport was das-
gerous. 1t might denocunce me to &
nan who would not otherwise ree-
ernize me

1 had some difficulty in finding
Tn den Zelten 1 had te ask the
way, once of a pogman and omce
of a wounded soldier who was limp-
ing along with crutchea. Finally,
1 found it, a narrowish street run-
ning off a corner of the great
square in front of the Relichstag.
No. 2 was the second house on the
right

I had no plan Nevertheless, I
walked boldly upstairs. There was
but one flat on each floor. At the
third story T halted, rather out of
hreath, in front of & door with &
small brass plate Inscribed with the
name “Eugene Kore” [ rang the
bell boldly.

An elderly man-servant opened
the doeor.

“Is Herr Eugen Kore at home"™
T asked. -

The man looked at me suspicious-
Iy.
" “Has the gentleman an appoint-
ment®™ he said.

“No" I replied.

“Then the herr will mot recelve
the g nitleman,” came the snswer,
and the man made as thou’ w =
close the door .

1 had an inapiration,

(TO BE CONTINUED



